dora slipped into it, with Rhesus, to see the melee going
on in the house.

All the lower half of the house was in confusion;
terrified women had drawn to the sides; in the house
itself seats were lying about, men were grappling and
fighting in the ruins. It was liker a battle than a public
gathering. In the box opposite the Persian Ambassador
sat in unmoved dignity, with his staff about him. She
saw one man guarding the door behind him with a
drawn sword. She knew at once that the Blue cause had
had a frightful set-back and defeat. Their chief had not
been allowed to speak, even in the presence of the
Patriarch and Nic^a. The Persian Ambassador had
been shown that the heir to the throne was loathed and
despised; and unable to get a hearing, even from his own
party, in his own city, within a mile of his Palace* She
saw all this. She knew how to reckon an immediate
situation.

Then she glanced about the box, for evidence of who
had been there. At least four men had been with Nicanor
there; she had heard their voices. They had left no traces,
she thought. Groping under the seats, she found and
pulled out a small grass tool-bag, such as carpenters
used. On opening this, she saw that the handles of the
chisels were painted in dull red and black like the
mallet, and had the same owner's marks of parallel white
stripes. Among the tools were the bolt, catch and screws
removed within that hour from the door.

She gave these to Rhesus. She could see nothing of
Nicanor nor his four assassins. Her heart leaped up with
the thought, that all this work of prepared riot had failed.
It had been prepared to divert the attentions while the
five men rushed the stage, killed Justinian and escaped by
the stage-door. Then her mind leaped further. They